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MUSICAL EVENING AT “THE MILDEWERIES.” 


„ 


“ Although it may seem a trifle unkind to say so, I shall really and truly feel relieved when Christmas is over this year—or, at anyrate, when the ‘ Christmas 
Holidays’ are published. During the last few weeks ‘ The Mildeweries’ has literally been bristling with jokes and printer’s devils, and the inmates thereof have 


been worked almost to death. 


I myself am stuck at the piano every evening grinding out the lovely waltz which is presented gratuitously with the Number; whilst 


Alexandry, Evelina, Tuttie and Lardi are nearly danced off their legs. If this sort of thing continues much longer, I shall really have to protest.” —Toorsix. 


CURIOUS PSYCHOLOGICAL FACT. 


80 oat this sea-on of the year, the Average Man of No Importance is struck by 
Wy Mereasing politeuess of cabmen, railway porters, errand boy<, and 


Awl is also flabbergaste! at the intense thoughtfulne-s, care and attention mani- 
feted on his behalf by every individual member of his usually cantankerous family. 
(Can it be anything to do with the approaching prospect ef Chrisimas boaes - EDITOR “ H.-H," 


eo. 
E 


i. 


A CLERICAL SCANDAL. 


“It is unhappily an every-day bp! Ll says a French 
writer. A coarse peasant with broad shoulders and a bi 
ap etite, brutally sensual, idle, violent, ignorant. 1 
of lenving him to follow tho plough, to rear cattle, to live 
the life to which he was born, they made a priest of him, 
and asa priest he turned ont a failure.” 

On December 21st, 1849, about seven in the evening, a 
widow named Fanny Deguisal, about tifty years of age, and 
the servant of the Curé Gotteland of St. Germain, a then 
deadly-lively little place about 12 miles from Angouléme, 
died at her master’s house after an illness lasting SM days, 
and characterised by violent sickness and excruciating 
pains, Very carivy on the morning after the woman's death 
the Curé called upon the Mayor to ask permission for the 
juterment of the corpse before the expiration of the usual 
period, stating as the reason that putrification had already 
set in. The funeral took place that very day, and on the 
next Gotteland wrote to the woman’s son to tell him that 
she was dead, but saving nothing about the hasty burial. 
His amazement at finding all was over when he arrived in 
the afternoon can be easily imagined, and more so when the 
Curé’s letter, dated the 22nd, distinetly said she died that 
thiv—not the day before. Nor was this all for he advised 
the son not to come before two or three days from then. 

The Cure, when the son reached the house, told hime that 
his mother had died of congestion of the brain, brought on 
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by heavy drinking. The Curò was burning incense because, 
he said, of the bad smell in the house, but the son did not notice 
any smell, He said he would have written soouer, but the mother 
hegged him not to do so. The doctor, Dassablon, who had attended 
the dead mother, said she would not take her medicine, but that 
she had been well cared for, and the Curé had himeclf watched by 
her bedside all one night. . 

The son went back to Angouléme, where he lived, anything but 
satisticd, and he and his friends talked the matter over. They had 
a good deal to talk over, too, About four months before her 
death the widow had told her son that the Curé Gotteland was 
engaged in un intrigue with Madame Dussablon, the doctor's wife, 
that she had carried letters to and fro between them, and had 
suppressed one written by the Curé, and had threatened him with 
exposure, on which ke had written to the son saying he was so well 
eatisfied with his mother he was going to raise her wages. 

The son obtained an order for the disinterment of the body of 
hie mother, The result was the discovery of arsenic. 

The police at once called on Dr, Dussablon and asked whether 
he had any arsenic in his house, He said he had recently purcha 
rather a large quantity, but on opening the cabinet where he kept 
noixons he staggered back in horror, on discovering that he had only 

nlf the quantity left that he expected to find. Such an effect had 

this discovery upon him that he, his wife, and his little son deter- 
mined to suitocate themselves with the fumes of charcoal, first 
writing a letter in which they protested that though they were 
perfectly innocent, they had not the strength to struggle against 
the cruel suspicions attached to them. They were, however, 
rescued: and Gotteland and Madame Dussablon were put on their 
trial. 
The trial was a long and tedious one, and an objectionable feature 
of it was that the accused were compelled to come daily from the 
prison to the court-house on foot through the streets, where they 
were, ou several occasions, roughly treated by the mob, but 
Madame Dussablon was accompanied by many friends, and by her 
husband, who was devoutly attached to her, and believed implicitly 
in her innocence. 

At length, however, the trial neared its close. The intensely 
crowded court was lit only by a few candles glimmering here and 
there. The jury reti for two long hours. Then Madame 
Dusenblon was brought out first, in an almost fainting condition. 
She was pronounced not guilty, and umidst groans and hi-ses 
carried away by her friends. Then came the priest's turn. Seeing 
the woman was gone a gleam of joy spread over his face. But a 
blow was to fall heavily upon him. He was condemned to hard 
labour for life, He fell back upon his bench and sobbed 
convulsively. 

When the . mob without had somewhat thinned, the 
police and soldicrs led him back to the jail. He died on hia 
passnge out to Cayenne. 

2 * * * * 
LArrrsr. 


Wile the Katterack off the gangyys an' the lonkle kimmist av 
bin bustin’ upp off the Kontents otf the Kimmist shopp we av putt 
upp a noo bil an’ av lett the lodgins, A straing an’ misterous 

i inn a long cloke av took them, an’ av brort inn a nevy bocks 
the shaip off a corfin. 

(Neat week, “The Temple Ghost.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


2 5 wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returne:!, 
should inclosea 5 envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Not 20, C. P., you really wrong nim; SLOPER'S net the man 2? 
hre.“ Try another, ADA MAYDUE. GERT., your Chappie atem 
a knace. ‘our sketch is quod, A CONSTANT READER; But ae 
really have no room, Thanks, OXEYED ONE, for your letter, And 
your promises to boom, ALICE, don't ; it’s really silly, F. O. S. 
you're nearly right. ANNE, thank you very kindly; You're fillec 
our hearts with great delight. NEMESIS, plrase come and see ua, 
Foxy, don't you be sv sly. Smarten up, OUR GINGER Touur. 
JOSEPH, have another try. 

— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
caxcepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 38. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps ovr P. O. O. s poyable to GALBEUT DALZIEL, 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or ly 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£#150 


Will be paid to the newt-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 

(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ha 27 to meet 
with Mi er her death in Railway Accident to tie Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United 1 1457. 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tissue of “ ALLY SLO ERS HALF- 
Honipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-IHOLIDAY” is published throughout. the 
United 5 every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Jollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 
At the Quick March Club, 

Mrs. Brown, Well, I suppose I must run away now, and sec that 
Mr. Brown has his dinner all 5971 5 

Mra. Forward (acornfully). What! have you not cast off those 
chains of slavery yet? 

Mrs. Brown, That's all right, my dear; but J am a candidate 
for the local vestry, and Mr. Brown has immense intluence among 
the voters, Now do you understand ? 


* 
“ DRINK to me only with thine eves,” 
lle sings, She answers, * Rot!“ 
“Not so,” he wittily A Ue 
“They're liquid, are they not?“ 
5 ss 


s 

Firet Fuir One. I wouldn't have anything more to say to him, 
Maud; he’s a designing fellow. 

Second Tir One. What! Oh, how dare you! Who told you 
such wicked things about him? 

First Fair One, No one, love; but I always understood he was 
an architect. [And once again they kissed and made it up. 

eos 


* 
Yeung Sar eh ine. How is it, dad, that women endure pain 


better than men? 
Old SharpsLins. Because. my eon, “ pride feels no pain.” 


ALLY 


THE 


Tou look a bit fishy.” 
“Can't help it, old man. 
herited. My mater wasa good 


NEW POT HAT. 


Sloperian style. 


It's in · 
old sole, 
and my pater was an old crab.” 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


5 15 that an oll Master?“ 
“No; it's the old missis.” 


AUTHORS AUTHENTIC. 


No, 34.—James Payn. 


| Saturday, December 1, 1294. 


; At the same old Restaurant, 
Jones, A chop like this is an insult to 8 po 
5 . 3 xolng todo about it? 
ones. v. an te N 
. e waiter 5 change it, I suppose I must 
s 


Darling Number One. Is it true that you're goi 
Dn “hing Ni ’ „ said = | . a 
r Number Tire, Just so, 5 i 
can see to have my revenge. Sos eats aed We tbe nly way it 
s 


Tur latest departure in trains. No, fair and ! read i 
is not a fashion note. You may skip this „ it 
has absolutely nothing whatever to do with dress, ‘The latest de. 

ure in trains. e one 3 3 
re te a 8 which A. SLOPER returns home 
s 


First Man, What did you 
rides 


s 
ve for these cigars, may I ask? 
Second Man (who i 
. prid imself on his weeds), How much—er 


h 
First Man, Really, I N 5 8 
quite padi ly, I shouldn 8 mare thought you'd have got ein 
s 


Sni, . That was Mrs. Beerbohm-Tree passed, Wha 
charming bow she Be me, didn't she? 1 15 
ra 7. ou wor 
5 hand ec te f expect a charming bough from 
s 


My friends beseech and beg me not 

To link with yours my future lot, 
uso a brazen face you've got 
And brazen ways, my lassie ! 

Nut their objections move not me. 

However brazen you may be, 

I'll marry you, my love, with glee, 
Because you're also brassy! 


ew Woman (Wife), I think-I’shall learn billia 
Old Man (Husband). I hope to goodness vou 29 * 
New Woman (scornfully). Why, pray? Do you not consider it 
a ots get amusement for a woman? 
Ola Man, Oh, it isn't that at all; but we can't both afford to 
play and lose. ee 
s 


Radical, Say what you like, my dear sir, the taste of the masses 
is improving rapidly. 
meet 1 io you that. My re is conten with nothing less 
gars now; and ten 
8 es ; 5 3 ago he was glad to steal 
s 


It is very funny how our novels have altered during the last 
half-century. Fifty years ago the hero and heroine married at the 
eos hes and lived peu eure 5 3 the story 

w o marriage, an e hero an uall „ 
unhappily all through the book. 5 


Intending Customer, Er—er—what have you got in decanters? 
Absent-Minded Shopkeeper. Why, port, ah . 
some Scotch whisky, I belleve. . * 


Young Bachelor (with pride). am teaching my girl to join in 
all any gees ane 6 1 
a Married Man (with sadness), You will bitterly regret it. 
Young Bachelor, How? Why? What do you Tena : 
Old Married Mun. Why, when you are married you will nevet 
have an excuse for getting away from her for an hour or two. 


“ Art is long,” should not be quoted 
As a phrase of wisdom rare: 

For the bard was, when he wrote it, 
Looking at the artist's HAIR! 


s 
Smoking-room, Pioneer Club, 
First Fair Smoker, Is he a good man? 
Second hir Smoker, He is a clever man. 1 never met a good 
one. „ 0 
s 


Spoofley. That was an underhanded action of Lobber's at the 
cricket match the other day. 

Friend, You surprise me. What did he do underhanded ? 

Spooficy. Bowled, my boy, bowled. See it? Ha, ha, ha! 


Ox of the unexplained mysteries of modern civilization which 
will always puzzle the philosopher is, Where on earth the average 
eating-house waiter gets all his dirty shirts from? 


Lord Topknot, Well, Mr. Wurzell, and what have you made your 


son 
Vr. Wursell, Oh, he's an engineer, my lord. 
Lord Topknot. Oh, indeed! A civil engineer? 
Mr, Wurzell. Oh, yes, my lord, as civil as other folks — when you 
don't upset him. 9 


The O'Flaherty. Begorrah, when I went to say, I was that sick 
1 couldn't ate a mouthful for a wake; but on the eighth day I ate 


my first mate. 
John Bull. What, all to yourself? You must have been 


hungry. Did he taste much of tobacco? 


s . 

“ AFTER many years experience and hours of silent reflection, I 
have at length arrived at the conclusion that a man shows his 
wisdom, not so much in what he drinks, but in what he does not 
drink. —SLOPER’s “ Words of Wisdom, 


s N 2 
Peery Spinster. Oh, how do you do, Professor? This is a 
surprise, indeed ! ; 
rofvesor Roughly, A most pleasant one, I'm sure; quite 
dclightful to meet so very old a friend. 
{And he couldn't understand why she e aay do 


indignantly, se 
s 


SHE's sent—desirous to be free— 
Rings, gifts and letters back, I see : 
But a deeper trouble troubles me 
In this most troublous crisis. . 
For, Where,“ I cry, with anguished whine, 
„Oh, where's that sum of twelve pounds nine 
Which she cost poor me, while she was mine, 
For lollipops and ices?” 


s 

Bouncer, I wonder why an author's den is usually go very untidy? 

Quilter, H'm—evidence of his litter ability, 1 should say, very 
likely. 9 „ 

Visitor. What is that man in prison for? 

Warder, Vor lifting, sir. N 

Visitor, Lifting! There does not seem much harm in that. 

Warder, It all depends, sir, whose property it is you lift. 


— 


ONE PENNY. TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


CHRISTMAS LARKS. 


THE EXTRA NUMBER OF “LARKS!" 


SIXTEEN PAGES OF RGHT- DOWN ROARING STOFP. 


69 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. c. 


Saturday, December 1, 1894.) 
TOOTSIE, BESSIE AND TED. 


— 


1 Kxow a number of otherwise fairly sensible persons whom 
nothing could induce to enter a Music-hall. Some of these, only 
within a year or two, have 
screwed up their courage gulli. 
ciently to go to a theatre. 

Before Henry Irving's time, 
who ever heard of a parson 
going to the play, and who, even 
now, ever finds there a dissent- 
ing minister, except it be upon 
the strictest Q.T.? But the par- 
ron will go without disguise to 
the stalls of the Lyceum, where 
you sometimes find half a dozen 
atatime. I have also met with 
88 775 at a pantomime, but I 
eos remember one at a Music- 

all. 

Looking into Pascoe’s Dra- 
matic List, I find it stated that 
“Kate Santley had earned some 
success in London, as a public 
singer, previous to adopting the 

t 


some reputation as a public 
singer previous to her first ap- 
Lea 815 on the London stage.“ 

f the latter lady, the critic of 
the Daily News in 1868 says: 
“A lady whose performances 
have hitherto, we believe, been 
confined to the Music-halls.” 

The Dramatic List, you see, 
does not like to mention Music- 
halls, and the Daily News only 
“believes,” seemingly having no 

personal knowledge of such low 
places, But what a lot the good people who are “above” Halls 
must miss. What does not the stage owe to the Music-hall? 
However, let the very good people stay away. The Halls are rather 
too crowded as it is, 

And now for the Pavilion. The event of the night is the return 
of the one and only Bessie. The irrepressible Miss Bellwood is 
with us once again, with new songs, new dregses, new chaff, and 
plenty of it. Bessie is in fine form, and as a Lady Pro's coachman 
Is Immense, 

Miss Billie Barlow scores well as a forward little boy, who wants 
his Ma to buy him all the pretty toys he sees, inclusive of a pretty 
young lady in Leicester Square, at whioh it is to be umed Ma 
draws the line. Miss Clara Wieland, looking very 5 very 
nicely, and reminds me 
very much of Vanoni. 
Miss Adu Blanche (she’s 
to be in the Drury Lane 
Panto. this year, you 
know) has something to 
say about a gentleman 
from London, and Miss 
Pezgv Pryde, the clever 
daughter of à clever, 
mother has a song which 
is new to me, and goes 
wonderfully well, called 
* All Violets.” Miss Ray 
Maskell, charmingly 
dressed, executes very 
xtacefully a tambourine 
dance, and Miss Lily 
Harold, who looks n per- 
feet picture in her boy's 
clothes, gives a plantation 
ditty very well, whilst 
Miss Harriett Vernon, of 
the stalwart proportion: 
who ix all the nava 
otticer in her uniform, 
sings of the glories of the 
British Navy, and the 
gallantry of our British 
tars with so muca spirit 
she fairly brings down 
the house. So far, the 
Jadies—who, it inay be ob- 
rerved, don the male attire 
by preference—nave it all their own wax, but that, in this nge of 
knickers, is not surprising, and I shall not be at all astonished 
it before long Loveliness adopts the trousers altogether. The 
man male thing will then, doubtless, have to be satistied with our 
left-otf garb—the skirt, petticoat, and other things. 

he company is not entirely made up, you must understand, of 
the Superior Sex, but 1 mentioned them first. Tom Basa has 
something to say about, Widders,” Harry Freeman's theme is 
; The Giddy Little Thing“ who snys “No.” Harry Randall thinks 

It Ain't All Lavender,” and Herbert Campbell is one of the 
plumpest and funniest New Boy's I have seen for this ever so long. 

Tennyson (not the late Laureate) and his trusty ‘ Pard” 
(YGorman will make vou smile widely, and Gus Elen's “Coster’s 
Muvver” may probably bring a tear to your eye, unless you are 
anasty, hard- hearted girl, which, as girls go, would not surprise me. 

My old friend G. W. Hunter 
sings well some well-written 
songs, which I presume are 
written by himself, and George 

bey (a rising young man | 
take George to be) comes out 
well with his “ Ping-Pong,” and 
“Too Soon.” The acrobatic 
element is not neglected. The 
Marti and Boisset Troupes are 
both excellent. 

“Oh where,” asks the Dook 
Snook, “are the Street Acrobats 
of my early boyhood?” I can- 
not inform His Grace, and he 
goes on, “Oh where, and oh 
where 5 ue ge in e 
cotton ta, rusty, spang 
braces, Aen a fillet oF blackened 
silver-cord, who to climb 
on to the shoulders of another 
chap standing on a third 
chap’s shoulders, and make faces 
through the bed-room windows, 
to the mee and fury of the occu- 
pants? These Town-bred Bedou- 
Ins’ best season must have been 
on race-courses or at fairs, anda 
hard, under-paid trade it must 
have been at best. You might 
have seen them tramping wearily 
the long, long dusty roads, their 
shabby finery hidden by the 
shabbiest of worn-out great- 
coats, with generally a thin. 
8 i faced child, a haggard, ill-shod 
nn and a sickly baby following. Things must be better now. 
1 sn how much popular acrobats get fora turn? Here's jolly 

4 Swanborough, let's ask him!“ 


Bessie Bellwood, 


Gus Elen. 


Clara Wieland. 


Wwe 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


87 Pl are made from the prescription of an 
minent Physician, practising in the West End of London, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver ree eee e 2 
tion, all Stomachic Atfections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, bedilitx, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


TESTIMONIALS. 
14 Furnival's Inn, E.C., October 24th, 1894, 
Messrs. GURDEN & Co., 99 Shoe Lane, E. C. 

Dran S1ks,—In asking you to send me another box of the SLOPER'S PILLS, 
I desire to state that I got the first box as an experiment, and although I am not 
able to say of my own knowledge that they will effect all that is claimed for 
them, I am to confess that when I feel seedy and off colour, that one of the 
lia, taken at night, invariably restores me to my normal condition by the morn- 
„ without any of that pain and discomfort incidental to the majority of 
I feel confident that the pills contain very valuable curative qualities, 

T enclose stamps to cover cost, and am, yours faithfully, L. M. MIDDLETON. 


27 Claremont Terrace, Fratton, October 25th, 1891. 
DEAR Sins.— Your SLOPER's PILLS are really most excellent. I have been 
suffering from Sick-Headaches and Loss of Appetite. I found, after taking one 
box, a most wonderful difference. I shall always take them for the future, give 
them to my children, and recommend them to my friends. Faithfully yours, 
JESSIE SMART, 


West Pier, Brighton, October 29th, 1894, 
Sins.—Kindiy send me two boxes of your Storku's PILLS, as my wife and 
children have found great benefit from and says she would not like to be 
without them. They have saved my son a serious illness. Yours oy. a 


4 and 6 Cannon Street, London, E. O., 
Measra, GURDEN & Co. November lat. 1894, 

GENTLEMEN,—It wives me very great pleasure in being able to write and 
aay I have derived great benefit from your SLOPER'S PILLS; in fact, I might 
say, the cure has been almost a miracle, having been such a long sufferer with 
my liver, which is of a sluggish nature. Since I have commenced taking the 
pills, 1 feel quite a different man, and snall not hesitate in recommending your 
3 my trien la. I may mention you can make what use you like of this 

ter. Yours faithfully, A. G. BATCOOK. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 
SEND O IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CoO., 


D SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


PESTS ON THE PROWL. 

Ox Sundags night last, a meeting of alien noblemen and exiled 
patriots was held at the Organgrin er's Arms, Little Saffron Hill, to 
consider the recent blunders in bomb practice. Antonio de 
Spaghetti-Macaroni au Grntinio, late of the Plaza del Chianti, 
Rome, but later of H.M.P. Coldbath Fields, took the chair. The 
room was filled to suffocation with patriots and vile odours, and 
several speeches were made touching the salient points of the 
subject referred to, after which the following resolution was put 
and carried nem. con. 

“That this meeting views with indignation the careless manner 
in which certain houses in certain streets in the vicinity of 
Park Lane, W., are numbered, and their occupants alluded 
to in the local directories, especially in the case of certain 
of Her Majesty's judges. And its indignation is further 
expressed at the action of the authorities ts placing obstacles 
in the way of enterprising men who are endeavouring to pro- 
cure work for glaziers, bellhangers, and street repairers in 
general, That a deputation call on the Home Sccretary and 
urge the advisability of labelling conspicuously the residences 
of ail persons engaged in promoting and maintaining law and 
order, to say nothing of drafting into the police force a number 
of inmates of the Hospital for the Blind, thus removing many 
of the difticulties the aforesaid gentlemen have hitherto had to 
contend with.” 

At this juncture the worthy chairman, who spoke English in- 
differently, sent 2 monkey, attired as n zonave, round to collect 
funds on his own behalf, stating that he felt his health failing, and 
thought he ought to dine a mite better (loud applause) than he 
had hitherto been able to afford. A scene of tumultuous uproar 
followed. Knives were drawn and used freely before the meeting 
dispersed, and it was well on to Monday morning before the potboy 
nt the Organgrinder's had swept up the last dustpan full of ears, 
noses and fingers. 

——— 
CAPTURED AT THE CAT SHOW. 

Wnurx Ellinore Maud told Euphemia Ethel of her engagement 
Ethel smole condescendingly. 

“I must say I did think you'd have made a better match than 
that. dear,” she said. Why, whatever do you see in the fellow!“ 

“Nothing more, 1 will oe than his brilliant ingenuity, 
dear, responded Ellinore Maud: he's nothing to look at, 
certainly not my ideal man, but his delightful ingenuity takes the 
entire biscuit-bakery, with Huntley and Palmer chucked in! I 
think if there’s one thing more than another calculated to try a 
man's nerves it's a cat show. It's fairly sickening, from the 
creatures themselves to the wretched old spinsters who own them 
and stuff them with eighteenpenny plates of chicken-and-ham, 
whilst human being are starving for crusts. But Samuel rose 
superior to it all. ‘Ellinore, my darling, he said, ‘this is precious 
aloe what do you aay if I jerk a little fun into the p ings?’ 
I said: Go along, by all means,’ and he did. He got up askim - 
milk shifting competition, between a tabby tom and a little tor- 
toiseshell Persian. Alice Lester made a book, im like a betting 
man, and 1 had half-a-crown, at evens, on the tabby.“ 

„And how was the competition worked?” 

“Why, the saucers of cowjuice were both put down at the same 
moment, and at it they went. They really seemed to enter into 
the spirit of the thing, for they splashed whiskers and eyebrows in 
their determination to surround that milk, when, like the mean 
thing she is, Alice, to get out of paying her half a crown, got the 
tabby tom beaten by a tly subterfuge.” 

“What was that?” 

“She conxed one of the kitchen men, who happened to pass with 
atray of raw whitebait, to give her one, and then she held the 
glittering little fish before the eyes of tubby. Well. you know, a 
cat will give up home, mother—everything for n stray bit of fish ; 
and this wretched tom's mouth watered to such an extent that it 
more than made up for the milk he was 9 out of the saucer. 
and, having to pull up presently to wipe his mouth on his paw, 
the has fairly walked in and won by seventeen laps and a dry 
saucer 


NO EARTHLY! 


— — 


YE who scoff at the idea of luck (good or bad) being an im- 
portant factor in life, ean put thie in your pipe and smoke it. It 


ok 


ts the story of a 
man born under 
the malign intlu- 
ence of the Dog 
Star. 

He started 
badly, to com- 
mence with. Pre- 
ceded by five bro- 
thers, his father 
had not unnatur- 
ally set his heart 
on “a girl this 
time”; and the 
nurse's announce- 
ment, “a fine boy 
sir!“ was receiv 
with a disgust 
which even the 
unlimited whisky 
that followed 
failed to assuage. 
Moreover, the 
father (and this 
was a brutal thing 
to do) resolved to 
kick the last ad- 
dition to his 
family as soon as 
he—the addition 
should be old 
enough : a resolve 


which the course 

of yenrs saw “A fine boy, sir!” 

ie per- 

formed. But what else could you expect? The Dog Star's iuflu- 


ence had arranged all this beforehand. 

Everything appeared against him. In process of time, his 
character manifested the most alarming symptoms of truthfulness 
and honesty. And in the nineteenth century, too! His father 
was in despair. Speaking of him he would say, “He is dis- 
gustingly honest!“ 

And perhaps, when you come to think of it, it ras rather hard 
on the father, who was an outside broker, or something of the 
sort, with a dim, uncertain recollection of having once seen the 
word “honesty” in a dictionary. But to have the thing itself 
brought home to your very dooratep was vastly different. In 
fact it was sickening! So our luckless hero found himself in 
dawning manhood, possessed of a doubtful parental blessing, a 
ten- pound note, and the key of the street. 

Even at this period, no foreshadowing of his destiny daunted 
him. On the contrary, 
he observed enthusi- 
astically to a friend, 
n Throgmorton Street 
man—“I'm young 
healthy, earnest. un 
honest; therefore [ must 
have a chance in life!” 
“Chance,” replied the 
Throgmorton Streeter, 
gazing at him commiscr- 
atingly, “my dear fellow, 
you've got no earthly!” 

Of course commercial 
existence was an utter 
failure. Could he have 
brought any other 
quality than honesty into 
play, he might have 
stood n chance. But the 
Dog Star's dower was 
fatal: and with the whole 
civilized world against 
him, he naturally suc- 
cum to the odds. 

Then it did really ap- 
pear as if Fortune had 
come to his aid. 
wealthy and dashing 
young heiress selected 
tim from a whole crowd 
of suitors, married him 
hastily, and for a long six months he tasted the allied delights of 
wedded bliss and easy circumstances, The Dog Star, however, 
had but winked the other eye. It had not deserted him by any 
means. One morning he stood with a broken heart upon a deserted 
hearth. His wife had fled with an oid iover, leaving the coolest 
and curtest explanation behind. She “wanted a change!“ 

hat was our hero todo then? Kverything and everrone was 
against him; things he touched seemed to collapse before he could 
tike a thorough grasp of them. There was no mistake about it. 
late and Fortune were both included in the ranks of his opponents. 

Then he sank gradually ; and it’s astonishing how easily the 
resources of civilization aid one to sink. But that’s another story! 
He fell so low that he actually shook hands with starvation, and 
oh! those proverb makers! It's the darkest hour before the 
dawn, is it? Well, he picked up half a crown in the street, and 
rushing into the nearest baker's shop, to allay the frantic cravings 
of hunger, was 5 on u charge of uttering base coin, and 
being a “ first offender,” though refusing his name and personal 
particulars, got off with 
eighteen months! 

Once more fi he 
found his father dead, and 
a modest share of pater- 
nity — some three thou- 
sand pounds—awaiting 
him. “ortune was evi- 
dently repenting of her 
previous scurvy. treat - 
ment. So he looked care 
fully about for a sound, 
reliable investment —and 
found it. The Liberator 
Society took his money, 
and a month later Jabez 
took his hook! And the 
Dor Star smiled. 

hen followed a period 
of unexplainable darkness, +: 
and one night, having with 
his last crown purchased 
a revolver, he sat himself 
down in the black horse- 
hair chair of his little 
second floor back. and bade 
the world good- night. 

As the ping“ of the 
death-dealing revolver re- 
sounded throuzh the house, 
a prim-looking man, carry- 
ing a brief bag. struck the 
knocker of the front door. His mission was to inform our lifeless 
hero that a distant East Indian relative liad just died, and bo- 
queathed him fifty thousand pounds. 

1 tell you, it’s no joke to be born under the Dog Star! 


“T mst have a chance!“ 


Struck the knocker, 
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A string to her bow —and a beau to ber string. 


„% diss Super will be delighted to receive photographs from those 


Of her friends whose portraus have not yet been tuserted. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


No. 367.—Miss Rosk Resskl. t. 


“ Maid of England, e' er we part, give, oh, give me back my 
neurt !" —The Look Snovk, 


“Her love withdrawn, my life is but a blank.“ - Lord Hub. 


“My heart and appetite ure blighted, she loves me not T 
Senet 


(1) Durin' the recent vera saft weather, MceSwine toak tae writin’ poetry. 
He was sittin’ under a muckle stune composin’ aw: sue bonnie, when McNab, 
actin’ as a deputation frae the Kirk Session, pit his haund roond the corher an’ 


twealit the poet's uose in an uncu severe manuer. 


—The Hon, Lilly. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A young lady who wears but little here below, nor 
wears that little long, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.--THE MASTER OF THE MINT. 


Os 
8 


ay SA. 


Before A. SLOPER made for the Mint he carefully anointed the upper part of his 
coat-tails with golden syrup; it might have been observed, too, that he omitted to 
take his bottle with him. — (1) “ Who ues there?” cried the sentry on duty. A 
friend!” replied A. SLOPER, “Give the password,” said the sentry. “My good 
fellow,” said A. SLOPER, “ you are really asking too nuch. How the devil can I give 
the password if you don't tell me what it is?“ The sentry was about to spit him 
with his bayonet, when Mr. Horace Seymour, the Master of the Mint, a red in the 
doorway, Hold 1“ cried he to the sentry ; “this is an appointment. 
SLoPER. We are now in the room, All these open sacks, as you ive, 
are filled with coins of the realm not yet issued to the public. This penny isa mix- 
ture of copper, tin and zinc; this shilling contains a small alloy ot oor and this 
sovereign has twenty-two out of twenty-four parts of the precious "© Permit 
me,” said A, SLOBER, taking the coins from the hand of Mr. n After gazing 
iutently on them Tor some time, he abstractedly put them in his pocket. “Panion 
me,” said the Master of the Mint. “I thank you——” “How absurd of me, to be 
sure!" sail A. SLOPER, producing the pieces. “One pound one and a penny —I think 
you'll flud that right. Aud now,” said he, seating himself ou one of the open suvercign 


“SATAN FINDS SOME MISCHICF.” 
— = ay — | 


sucred edifice, 


“  teeceman, I want my mother-in-law arrested for having 
a concealed weapon with which she threatens to attack me.” 
“What sort of weapon?” “Her toutzue- aud blooming 
sharp it is, too.” 


(2) MeSwine presentit noo sic a strikin’ resemblance tae the scomu' an' 
Profligute Robbie Burns, that when he cam’ tae the kirk door on the Sawbath 
worn, the Session promptly an' properly refused tae allow him tue enter the 
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“Yes, I have discovered a vocation at lust. 
Advertising a well- xn] soap, Pose two hours 
iu shop window. Splend:! remuneration.” 
—Extract from Letter of Young Lady. 


2 “I 


sacks, “ what else have you to show ine?“ “Come this way,” said the Master, “and 
you shall see the coins being made.” „After you,” said A. SLOPER, politely, when 
they reached the door. Visitors first,” said the Master, bowing low, and A. Sh 
had to proceed.—(2) “Hullo! what's this?” criel the Master, pointing to A. 
SLOPER'S coat-tails, which were all aglow with bright sovereigns, “This is a 
capital offence. Send for the Chief Warder of the Tower !"——(3) The Chief Wanler 
arrived in breathless haste. Onder the headsman to place himself in readiness with 
his block on the centre of Tower Hill!” said the Master.—(4) The executioner was 
there in a twinkle. He will not,” observe! the Master, “crop 75. hair from your 
neck for obvious reasons.” When they arrive! at the place o execution. “Have 

‘ou anything to say?” he inquired, “ ere you are launched into eternity ?"——(5) 

‘aking his hat from his head, A. SLOPER placed it in the hands of the executioner 
with the memorable words, “Remember!” then turning to the Master,“ I woul! 
remind you that if I am beheaded you will get no ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS 
II. . bau this Christmas.” y Jove! I never thought of that 1“ cried the Master. 
Oh, we could never do withont your Christmas Number. You are parduned | Guod- 
bye! aud don't forget to send me an advauce copy.” 


(3) At daybreak, on the followin’ mornin,’ McSwine awoke Mebnng | 112 
thereupon started tac read that auld Scots worthy a wee thing o his ain a 17 L 
Devin’ Dunletion, 17 is thocht by mony that probably MeSteine is an ann 
noo, but mobbe he'll be ower Fu e battoneholes fur that puree 
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case? 


It comes °° 
V. 


ny 


Jes · Che -dawyer 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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‘ “Waar Comes .« Christmas 2” 
„ DTV. Avr “CURISTMAS (e Geese MN” 
— —— oot 
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vullers fal · Fil. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


_ HERE I am again, ladies and gentlemen, but before I attend to my usual business, I should like 
to impress upon you the fact that we publish our“ CHRISPMAS HOLIDAYS” on Monday, I have just 
tinished glancing through it, and I really must admit that the Old Man has done his work well. 
‘The Number is really a masterpiece in its way. But let us proceed !—Both on the read and in the 
lane, Are floods of water, through the rain :—Sume youthful blackguards try their hand At imitating 


A PAYING 


Attendant (in Upper Gallery). Hi! get off that rail, ye young 
galfery bird, will yer !—it'sa sbillin’ extra if you fall into the pit! 


N Wan lo look cross this morning, Dora: I hope I'm not the 
“suse.” “Oh, not it takes two sticks to make one cruss.” 


“Oh, nonsense, Diek! you haven't even decided on a profession yet.“ “ Yes I have—football.” “But 
that isn't a profession.” “It's going to be.” 


Turpin's band :—Milkman Jones aa lawyer poser; The judge, though, of. him soon disposes :—On 
Monday neet you all will own, Our Christmas Number stands alone :—The Lion and Bear now 
hand in hand, Before the world united stand :—S, Marks pon his life dilates. spa door y tales he 

onday next is 


now relates :—A foolish freak, this fru dive, No wonder he did not survive. 
the day. Don't you forget it —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


ONE, TOO. 


WY 2 2 
A,, 


“Ah! but my wife nas got such a long tongue.“ “Oh! that s 
—— has not ouly got a long tongue but a short 
per. 


Mrs. Bulter. Jpon my worl, ain't it shockin’ the things yer 
do read in the pupers! ‘Ere’s a pore little boy bin nearly 
crusbed to death now ! 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 
wo We 
All right, then, here you are; but, 
mind, we are not 
going to let you into 
all our secrets. We 
don't mind informing 
you, though, that this 
vear's “CHRISTMAS 
Hol ipars contains 
the smartest jokes 
and the funniest pic- 
tures that we could 
obtain for either love 
or money. Each and 
everyone connected 
with the production 
of the paper has done 
his utmost. So there 
is not the slightest 
doubt but that this 
year’s number will be 
the best we have yet 

repared. “ ALLY 

LOPER's CHRIST- 
mas Houipays” will 
be published on 
Monday next, at 
9 A. u. If you desire 
to possess a copy be- 
fore evening, it will 
be necessary to be in 
the neighbourhood of 
“The Sloperies at 
about 4 o'clock in the 
morning. e crowd will certain errific. 

i Th d will rtainly be terrific 


~ Mone information, please,” says a genial British public. 
ire not satistied even yet.” 


a 
IN an evening contemporary we are gravely informed that the 
Rev. Hugh Price Jones was but 14 years of age when he add 
his first public meeting from the pulpit. Perhaps the newspaper 
in question will be interested to that A. SLOPER was only 10 
years old when he wiped off his first bottle of Unsweetened. 
ss 


s 
THE transference of Little Christopher Culumbus from the Lyric 
to Terry's Theatre has certainly had no detrimental effect upon the 
piece. It is now rattling along as merrily as ever it did, and to 
those who have not yet witnessed it we should recommend an 
early visit. 52 


WE have just received a parcel of Christmas Novelties from 
Messrs. Faulkner and Co., Jewin Street, E.C., and beg to tender 
our congratulations to the firm on the excellence of the same. 
Their calendars, especially, are good, and should certainly have a 
large sale, °° 


AN American actress, chiefly conspicuous for her bad acting, 
arrived on these shores a few months ago, and contrived to fasten 
herself upon one of our best “ 
known theatrical managers. 
First she suggested that he 
should open a theatre in the 

etropolis and run a series 
of Shakesperian plays, she, of 
course, to pose as heroine in 
each. Then she intimated 
that she didn't object to Opera 
Bouffe. Well, this last wish 
has been gratified, as she is 
now appearing in the second 
row of a chorus attached to 
one of our West End Theatres 
at the munificent salary of 
fifteen shillings a week, 


s 
A pri 2 Leng? early to 
8} of a Merry Christmas, 
doesn't it? Nevertheless, we 
are going to allude to it; but 
on this occasion it is one of 
our own publications we wish 
to speak of. “The Round 

‘able Annual for 1895,“ which 
2 5 8 3 title * 
“Merry Christmas,” is a 
lication which no household 
should be without. A hearty 
laugh is to be found on each 
and every one of its 122 pages. 
The book has had a really wonderful sale already, and we doubt 
whether, in justice to ourselves, we ought to wt with the few 
copies still on hand; but, there, send in your bobs (Ie. 214d. post 
free) and we will see what we can do for you. 

ss 
s 

THE St. John's Wood Harriers had a good run on November 27th, 
for a beautiful Cup mted by Messrs. Gurden and Co., the Pro- 
prietors of Sloper's Pills, The novelty of the Prize brought about 
an extra large number of entries, so Mr. J. Meredith, one of the 
hon. secs., tells us. ee 

s 


IF you wish to be mystified and driven almost out of your senses 
you must really drop into the . Hall. McGooseley paid a 
visit to this establishment the other evening, in his usual drunken 
condition, of course, Strange to say, when he left the Hall, the 

nial Mac. was quite sober. This is nothing, though, to what 
Maskelyne can do when he lets himself go. For further particulars 
we must refer you to the entertainment tself. 


Ir you would indulge in A Trip to China Torn you have only 
to travel as far as the Strand and then drop into Toole's Theatre. 
Everything else in connec. 
tion with the trip is arranged 
for you by the m ment 
thereof. And you will find 
it a very amusing trip, and 
no mistake. We have taken 
it ourselves on four rate 
rene . eee nn it 

upon us in the slightest 
degree. In R. G. Knowles 
you will find an entertainer 
who will look well after your 
enjoyment throughout, and 
he is assisted by athoroughly 
capable and painstaking staff. 


s 
ALLY thinks it is only just 
to himeelf to mention that 
he was the first that Stoddart, 
now in the Antipodes with 
his brave boys of the willow 
and leather, asked to accom- 
pany him, and, moreover, 
the Moth-eaten Fabric would 
have gone had not his well- 
known consideration for the 
= great B.P. bade him stay at 
home and attend to that stupendous publication, his “CHristMas 
Hol. inA YS.“ ALLY is pleased to see, though, they are doing so 
well without him. . 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


„„ 00000 
ment, one of the o in you must pay a 
Middlesex Music-Hall. At this 
8 — are certain to 
et good value for your money, as 
al nothing but the very best 
talent is — 4 — Variety is what 
the general manager, Mr. J. 8. 
Graydon, aims at, and he spares 
no expense to obtain it. The con- 
sequence is that a really amusing 
entertainment is rattled through 
every evening before and 
appreciative audiences. 


Tue Ancient Old Wreck has 
this day conferred his Award of 
Merit upon PROFESSOR Aol. 
SOMMER and PROFESSOR ADOLF 
BurGeEr, Because they are the 
Kings of Illusionists, “ Feyther,” 
chortled the Cerulean · o Alex - 
andry, “you're a corker, you are, 
and no mistake. You're about 
as artful as ther makes em now- 
adays. What about the bottle of 
‘Unsweetened’ those professors 
ie yer if you'd do the need- 
ul, eh? Not that they don't 
deserve the honour, cos they 
La to think that 1 3 be the 
unhappy possessor of such a 
of humbug for a father, — | 
But, as a relentless father's boot 
poised in mid-air, the valorous but discreet Alex vanished. 


Ir is, of course, true that the Queen was highly delighted with 
the copy of Christmas “ Larxs” we sent her immediately on its 
publication, but we are afraid that we are in honour bound com- 
pelled to deny the rumour that she is about to confer the Order of 
the Garter on its genial editor as a token of her appreciation. 
Perhaps she would ay be too pleased to do 5 but it is a well 
known fact that there is not a more jealous institution than the 
English Court. ee 

s 


WE understand that Mr. William Terriss has commissioned 
Mr. W. Clark Kuseell, the renowned sea novelist, to write a 
nautical drama. If Mr. Russell's dramatic effusion is on a yar 
with his fiction a rare treat is in store for Londoners at some 
future date. s 


s 
s 
Racixc on the flat being at last dead—so far, at any rate, ns this 
year is concerned—it is not surprising to see the merry sportsman 
turning his eye as 
well as the rest of 
his body to cours- 
ing. Coursing isa 
fascinating pastime 
no doubt, but, 
nevertheless, the 
enjoyment derived 
from it is all on the 
side of the courser. 
To the hare and 
rabbit it resolves it- 
self intoa desperate 
and oftimes futile 
struggle for life, 
continued amidst 
the tumultuous 
howling of a cheer- 
ing mob. Neverthe. 
lesa, 80 long as this 
ples continues to 


ease the masses so 
ng will itcontinue 
to exist. 


s 

ANGLERS’ yarns 
have — tumbling 
in ra ing 
the last few 
They are rather tame up to the present, though, as in . 
the recent season do our correspondents seem to have captu 
a salmon exceeding more than 40 lbs, or so in weight. If anyone 
can improve upon 45 Ibs., we shall be pleased to publish their 
experiences at the rate of a guinea a line. 

se 
s 


A MEDICAL Scientist asserts that dismal wenther has a bad 
effect upon the reasoning powers as well as upon the spirits. Well, 
we quite agree with him. During “dirty” weather A. SLOPER 
becomes altogether u and not even twenty bottles of 
spirits suftices to subdue him. .. 


Nor satisfied with taking away his Yellow Riding-jacket and his 
Peacock Feather, the Emperor of China has now deprived Li Hung 
Chang of his Viceroyalty. His pig-tail will doubtless soon follow, 
and then his head. So much for the gratitude of Eastern monarchs, 


ARE we, then, to have a revival of Venice in London? It seems 
very much like it, as the inhabitants of a small town in the imme- 
diate vicinity 
of the Metro- 


thoroughfur e a. 
This is all ow- 
ing to the heavy 
rainfall to 
which we have 
lately been 
so liberally 
treated. nt 


Street, N 
dilly, and the 
Strand crowded 
with gondola- 
would be a 
novel sight, 
would it not? 
Well, this is 
the sort of 
thing that will 
probably occur 
should the ex- 
cessive down- 
pour continue, 
A. SLOPER is : 
already engaged in doing up his State Barge in case of an emergency. 
ss 

The rumour that Charley Wood will don the picskin once again 

next gen- on may or may not be true; but it sucn proves to be the 


case he will most certainly ride the Skunk in all its valuable 
engagements, 


[Saturday, December 1, 1894, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FOR run WERK ENDING DECEMBER erz, 1894. 
— 
2nd December, 1804.—At Notre Dame this day -N. 
Buonaparte was crowned Emperor of the French by Pore Pawan 
same time me Buona was ‘a. 
‘apoleon put on their diadems with his own — N e 


Srd December, 1818.—I il 
Drury Lane Theatre, a lady of fashion Je thus desetited i' dur at 


* * e * * * * 
“This she—a pile of riband, straw and feather: 
Her back a pillion, all above, and onit— —’ 
A church bell? cradle? tower? No, faith a bonnet, 
Ase, and a woman in it—able, 
Rouse but her tongue, to make that tower a Babel.’ 
4th December, 1805.—Neleon's remains arrived Px. 
mouth this day, in the Victory. They were interred at 8. Pha 8 
on January lst, — by torchlight, after lying in state at Greenwich 
Hospital. The public were admitted to St. Paul's to see the pre. 
pai for the funeral. The vergers made over £1000. <The 
money was taken as at a puppet show.” 


Sth December, 1654.—John Taylor, th 0 
buried thie dag at Abr an a fiel. a pl ogy Soe 
in Pho v. Long Acre. u own i 
and inscription over the tavern door : coe f a 


There's many u hend stands for a sign; 
Then, gentle reader, why not mine?” 


6th December, 1785.—Mra. Clive, the famous comic actros 
died this day at Strawberry Hill, Twickenham. Tate Wilkinson 
says: “Mrs. Clive was a mixture of combustibles: she was 
passionate, cross, vulgar, yet sensible—a very sensible woman, anid 
® comic actress of genuine worth.” “Mrs, Clive,” says Dr. 
Johnson, was the best player I ever saw.” 


7th December, 1751.—On this date John Coan, a Norfulk 
dwarf, was being exhibited in London. “He weighed 
with all his clothes but 34 Ibs., and his height with his hat, shoes 
wig on, was but 38 inches. He had n sprightly tem der, sang 
tolerably well, and mimicked a cock's cruwing very exact iy.” 


8th December, 1888.—A sixteen hours’ sitting terminated 
at the Aasize Court at Exeter, at two o'clock this morning. Tha 
judge, Mr. Justice Stephen, was due at Kristol the same dar, and 
decided on the previous night to make an effort to finish the 
Devonshire cases. At eleven o'clock that night, however, a 
burglary case had still to be tried, and the judge put it to the jury 
whether they would proceed or meet ngaln next morning. The 
majority were in favour of going on. Some who wished to get 
away were re and others took their places. The prisoners 
were found guiltv. The j left the court at two o'clock. Trum. 
peters playing the National Anthem in the small hours of the 
morning indicated to the neighbouring residents that the assizey 
were at an end, 

ren 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 
No. 4.—How Tootsie Visirep Her Unewr. 
HE was a howling London swell. 
And Tootsie met him first at Dover, 
And deep in love with her he fell ; 
And, all the English gen- board over, 
ne followed her from place to place, 
As boys hold butterflies in chase. 


By her, and by the sad salt nea, 
He strolled at Scarbro’, Hastings, Cromer: 
He wrote her love-songs fresh and freo 
With skill sur, ing that of Homer. 
And brilliant gifts to her he bore, 
Worth fifty sterling pounds or more. 


But, when the seaside reason waned, 

Gute Tootsie from her sweetheart parte! 
Unheedful of the tears that rained 

From two dim eyes of him down-heartod 
And back to London town she hasted, 
And ne'er a thought on him she waste. 


When winter came—dull, dark, and drear— 
Young Tootsie’s inn was most penurions ; 

And Tootsie whispered, “ Fret not, dear! 
Those gaudy gifts, so rare and curious 

Which from my seaside knight I got— 

I'll just pop out, and pop the lot!“ 


It was a pawnshop in the Strand, 

Where in a fit poor Tootsie tumbled : 
For, when on counter her fair hand 

Had all the glittering gewgaws jumbled, 
Her “ Uncle” sought her eyes. And, lo! 
That pawnshop man was her sea-side beau! 


. * — . — 
„ JOKING WITH JOHNNY. 


As the season of oratorio yelping advances, and our tenors and 
sopranos put on fresh airs and es, we cannot help relating the 
little incident of the indignant footinan who turned up one morning 
at the booking - office at the Albert Hall. Removing his right glove. 
and producing some gold from his plush breeches pocket, he placed 
it on the little box-office window-sill, with : 

“Two stalls for Wednesda if ve please.” 

“For Elijah, young man?" asked the urbane box-office man. 

With the injured air of one who brooked no 9 with an 
inferior, John Thomas drew himself to his full height and replied : 

“No; nor Saul, nor David, nor Solomon, nor any brother 0 the 
biblical’ celebrities, Mr. wonld- be. funny man for the on rable Mrs. 
Murkitt, o' Queen's Gate!“ 

Whereupon the box-office friend smiled to himself, and John 
subsequently couldn't see why the laugh went against him when 
he let off the joke in the servants’ hall. 


— — 


SLOPERIAN PHILOSOPHY. ; 
To Be KEPT ix 4 Coon PLACE, WELL CORKED, AND SHAKEN 
Berore TAKEN. f 
THERE don't seem to be very many people doing good by stealth, 
although there is considerable stealing going on. \ 
A rancid bacon-rind in a 8 e mouth ia a nobler anne 
than a self-righteous church warden who sneaks a threepenny-bit 
out of the Fresh Air Fund box. ie 
The small five-year-old son of the Presbyterian minister shows 4 
vein of philosophy when he asks his father, after listening 15 
a wondrous fishing story, Now, pa, is that true, or is it on'y 
8 ton recent return we have 1,016,375 paupers in this 
country. Prior to the return of I. Moses from seeing the Prix du 
Conseil Municipal we only had 1,016,374! 


— 


JUST OUT. THREEPENCE. 


JUDY ALMANAC 


For 1895. 
A WONDERFUL SHOW OF GOOD THINGS. 


99 SHOE LANE. FLEET STREET. LONDON. E. C. 


Post Free, 4d. 


Saturday, December 1, 1894.} 
A JUMPING BEAN—O! . 


J. on has been caused of late hy the exploits of a Bean which, on 

l ee touche, jumys vivleutly 8 place.] 5 

ON, a rare young plant is 
this Jumping — 

Leaping all over the 

shop, 

Never at rest with an air 
serene— 


over 
tables and chairs, 

When it can get the 
least chance ; 

Performing without the 
assistance of airs 

The latest new Serpen- 


tine dance. 
Waltzing on with a zest 


“Yes, a rare old ‘plant’ 
i. that Jumping 
Bean 


bly thin! 
such suspicions 
are mean— 


At no dodge that beanlet would wink ! 

When touched, it can't pele leaping almost sky-high— 
Even though it gain bruises and bumps— 

ieve it, and don't wink you eye, 

Bean may (like you) have the Jumps. 

So waltzing ever, it makes a scene 

That lively leaper, the Jumping Bean ! 


— — 
AN AWFUL ERROR. 


TuE editor of the Lower Sludgeby Observer was busy. En- 
couraged by a sudden and unexpected rise of a full quire and a half 
in the circulation, he was inditing a powerful Jon the 
“Growth of Lower Sludgeby,” in which the gradual development 
of that peaceful but sleepy little town was given with historical 
accuracy. The acquirement of a post office, the gift of a drinking 
fountain, the building of the school rooms, were all cited an 
irrefutable instances of the increasing importance of Lower 
Sludgeby, and he, the editor, called upon his readers to remember 
that the eyes of the entire 8 were ned anxiously in the 
direction of their town; and called upon them, not only as men 
and women, and patriote, as loyal subjects, but above all as enthu- 
siastic Lower Sludgebians, to see that the glorious promise of the 
future was fulfil It was an impass: appeal, and editor 
was 50 en away by the torrent of his own eloquence, that it 
was not until a knock at the door had been thrice repeated, that 
he rounded off a particular flowery sentence, threw down his pen and 
called : “ Come in.” 

He didn't much 
like the appearance 
of his visitor. 
There was anangry 
gleam in the old 
gentleman's eyes, 
and a particularly 
ucly-looking riding 
whip in his hands 
that sent a chill 
into the heart of 
the peaceful scribe, 
as he enquired, not 
without a quaver , 
in his voice, to 
what he might at- 
tribute the honour 
of a visit. 

“My name, sir,” 
said the stranger, 
with dignity, 
“is Chowder— 
Major Chowder: you may have heard of me, sir? 1 have not long 
ben a resident in this neighbourhood, but I have called to learn 
the name of the insolent scoundrel who has chosen to put a 
gratuitous insult upon my daughter; in other words, sir, I wish to 
know who is the writer of the Charity Concert notice which 
appears in your current issue?” 

Vith a beautiful but impolitic regard for truth tho editor was 
about to confess that he was the author of the article in question, 
but something in the major 's eye warned him to dissemble. 

„The notice was sent in,” he stammered, “ by—by one of the 
audience, what he called ‘communicated.’ I trust there is nothing 
in it that has given offence to Miss Chowder, indeed I can dis- 
tinctly remember writing—er—that is, notin that the article was 
1 e and spoke of her voice as—as capable of 

a N he 
8 You did, did you?” thundered the major; “then read that, 
fir, read that,” and the indignant father thrust a copy of the 
Observer in the trembling fingers of its editor. 

That gentleman ndjusted his glasees and scanned the offending 
Notice for the cause of complaint, and there, there in the scholarly 
and decorous columns of the Lower Sludgeby Observer, he read 
the opinion with which a drunken compositor and a careless sub- 
. hese 97 85 ann ey ig it car sata Chowder 

so sang a couple o utiful son, in n pow vo capable 
of killing a large bull.“ Then he a * 


— 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 12.—THE Gin. AT PEELE'S.” 
To all the instincts of the 


swain 
Who (seated in the snug- 


gery) 
Imbibes Moselle, Martell, 
champagne, 
Or Dunville hot and sugary, 
With more of zest, and more 
of bliss, : 
Because he's served by some 


fair mise ’ 
Whom he would fain (but 
dare not) kiss, 
While his brain with love 
thoughts reels :— 
To the instincts of a swain 
like thie, 
That girl o Peele’s appeals ! 


To all the instincts of the 
man— 

The over-muchly married 
un 

W so-called better half 


an 
Toveterate shrew and harridan, 
And who, whene'er he meets a kind 
And genial maiden, feels inclined 
To curse the marriage-chains which bind 
F 
e instineta of such wofu 
That girl of Peele's appeals! = 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLID AN. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— 
THEATRE ROYAL, SPENXYMORE, November 20¢h, 1894. 
Dran ALLY,—I received the Award of Merit.“ and I feel very 
N now that I can flourish the letters F. O. S. after my name. 1 
ave been drinking 225 75 beer lately, but I think I will have a 
beer without the ginger this time. So here's luck! 
Yours very truly, F. W. DE Mond Ax, F. O. S. 


— öE— — 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 7.—STEPHEN FITZDOODLEM SLOPER, 
Born, 1226. Lynched, 1281. 

Our 1 narrative broke off last week with the justifiable 
suffocation of Deeming Bluebeard Sloper. Gladly do we spare the 
horror-stricken reader the hideous details which an investigation 

vealed. Suffice it that the search proved the dead 
to have been a very monster in „* bloody career 
yet remains the blackest spot on the Sloperian escutcheon. 

The news travelled quic * before the weeping widow had 
had time to decamp with portable valuables, the decensed's 
Fitadoodlem, arrived in hot haste to 


particular 
reckoned upon a few littl 
ured. Stephen 


eee er dee. hadn't in. 

For Stephen Fitadoodlem was a power in the financial world. He 
didn't arrive at the Castle le-tailed and down at heel, as 
might have been expected after his brother's heart lena conduct in 
turning him adrift. Not he. He bore an unmistakeable stamp of 
prosperity as he clattered across the drawbridge on his price 
charger ; and flicking the travel-stains from his.fashionable suit of 
mail, placed his sword and battle-axe in the weapon stand in the 
hall, and shouted lustily for a steaming posset with an air of 
unmistakeable authority. Things worldly e well with him ; 
he was a leading light upon the Exchange, stocks went up or down 
at his bidding, and the City stood aghast at the e of his 
operations, It wanted but his accession to the family honours to 
complete his success. 

But Stephen Fitzdoodlem was distinctly a man of energy, and 
he soon wearied of playing the landed gentleman. Peasant-bnitin, 
had no charms for him, Camino) eat him unutterably, an 
he longed again for the excitement of Capel Court. His speculative 
soul yea to foster some giant scheme which should immortalize 
his name in the annals of finance. He pondered long and deeply 
and the result of his meditations were remarkable and worthy ot 
the man. We cannot better enlighten the reader as to our meaning 
than by quoting from the advertisement which one morning 
appeared in every paper in the kingdom. 


PROSPECTUS OF THE 
GREAT BURIED BULLION COMPANY, LTD. 
Capital, £100,000, in one million £1 shares, payable 
on 


Chairman: His Grace THE DoxE or Down aT HEEL, E.G, 
Directors: 
Tue EarRt OF PEBBLEBEACH,| THE Baron STEPHEN F1Tz- 
B. DOODLEM SLOr En. 
THe Viscount DuMMER- Doosip = {{aRDPREST, 
CRASHER, ART. 
LorpD SHADYSIDE, K. C. B. Isaac FLYMAN, Eso., M. P. 
. has FFF now in 
the possession of the Baron stephen Fita oo loper, concerning the where- 
abouts of u. vast quantity of buried treasure, estimated at upwards of sixty 
millions sterling. he veu· lor has become possessed of important long-conce: 
family documents relating to the disposition of the vast fortune with which his 
ancestor Jabez Argentine Sloper was escaping, ater certain events which area 
mutter of public history. papers 9 conclusively that the fugitive 
tor got safely ashore at. Margate with his.treasurc, after the foundering 
of his vessel, and fearing recognition, secreted the whole of his immense spoil in 
a lonely cave in:the neighbourhood of Broadstairs. The plan and particulars 
have · oaly been recently discovered in the pocket of the doublet woru: by the 
financier of hia capture, 


Sir 
B 


this enormous treasure mine among them. 
will be devoted to workiug expenses, 

The Company was a gigantic success. Everybody took shares 
eee ol ei who had been victimized by Jabez 
Argentina, and descendants of families who hadn't. The duke and 
the peasant alike were bitten with the even the King, it 
was rumoured, had a private plunge. The capital was aubsrelbed 
a hundred times over, but only the directors knew it. Months 

and the nation waited breathless fur news of the expedition 
which had set out to search for the treasure. The nation grew 
anxious, alarmed, and finally suspicious, then all at once came the 
thunder clap. The Company had smashed, and the birds had 
flown, Stephen Fitzdoodlem alone, the chief instigator of the 
gantio fraud, was capt ere he could reach foreign soil, and 
the mob wreaked its terrible vengeance in the manner recorded 
at the commencement of this chapter. 
(To be continued next week.) 


TWOPENCE. 
Poat free, Threepence, 


MONDAY NEXT, DECEMBER 3rd, 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Nearly 100 
ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED. 
A SWEETLY PRKTTY DANCE, 
THE ‘*TOTTIELARDI” VALSE, 


Specially composed by the CHEVALIER L. DEL Bono, 


AND A DOUBLE-PAGE PLATE, RY W. F. THOMAS 
(measuring 21in, x 15 in.). 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS SCRAMBLE. 


Amongst many other epecial attractions will be found 
A CaRTOoon, BY W. F. TnoMAS, 


SEASONABLE ANARCHISM. 


AND A LARGE DaaWixe, BY Hal LupLow, 


“LIVING PICTURES” AT THE “FRIV.” 
(la giren on Boxing Night.) 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTUREs, READING and MUSIC 
never before published, 


TWOPENCE. 
GILBERT DALZIEL, 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 90 SHOE LAX R, FLEET Sr., Loxpox, E. C. 


HUNDREOS AND THOUSANDS. 
STORE-KEEPERE : Micers. 
Bum - rol L: An Irishman's hat with half-a-score clay pipes 


in it 
“THE Wearing of the Green: Deterioration in the buize of a 
billiard-table. 


383 
THE REVOLT OF GHIBER. 


— 


CHAPTER I. 


THE Bawshaw of Ghiber wore a gloomy scowl, and his ere 
roamed wildly over his guards and amongst his courtiers to see if 
one present were worth 
to bear the weight of his 
ill temper. Not an eye 
winked, and there was 
a consciousness that 
there was electricity in 
the air, and each dreaded 
on whom the lightnin 
of the sublime wrat 


should wait thus. Have 
I not commanded that 
the dog of a Vizier should 


be bruught before me?” 
“Dread Lord,“ sai 


h “the slave ie 
“Strike!” yelled the 
Bawshaw, and as the 
word was spoken, the 


hugh ewung the 
deadly scimitar, and 
the head of the Vener- 


AJ 
able Keeper of the 2 
Bright Buttons of a 


the Harem was held The Bawshaw of Ghiber. 
up 1.4 executioner. 
“Remove the „ pared the Bawshaw. “Suli Khan, 


ht of your (ren »resence ever shine on thy unworth 
lord; the 1 1 A 


Paradise, Bid that the Vizier attend though he be not shaved.” 

“He is here, my lord,” said Suli Khan, and the curtains parted, 
and the Vizier entered the hall of audience. 

“So, sirrah, is it meet that I should have to wait when your 

presence is commanded?” roared the Bawshaw. 
“ My lord, I did not dare 
. to appear before you till I 
was clothed worthy to 
enter your sublime 
presence! 

“Know, sir, that it is 
your duty to tly at our 
command, and look to it 
that on another occasion 
you are more prompt. 
Know you that an attempt 

n made to poison 


” 


“Ha, my lord, let the 


miscreant be torn to 
pieces with hot iron 
pincers ! 


better to have done so, but 
vour suggestion is too late. 

e is dend.“ 

„May I ask your sublime 
Highneras on whom your 
overwhelming and rightful 
justice fell?“ 

“On the cooks —there 
were seven of them in the 

„ and now there is 
not one.” 

Tis well, my lord, thy 
wrath is ever just. And 
the means the wretches 
took to attempt the life of 
the light of mine eyes?” 


The head of the Keeper. 


“Tis there—the Imperial coffee!” 

“My lord,” said the Vizier, as he touched the ground with his 
forehead, “it is not seemly, perhape, that the lips of thy slave 
should approach the cup where the lips of your gublimity have 
3 8 — ' n, but may I be permitted to examine the deadly 

ture?” 


„Tis needless, the villains are in Gehenna ! said the Bawshaw. 

“ May their bones be accursed, and their graves for ever detiled,” 
said the Vizier. “It is true that they are past all punishment, but it 
may be that the miscreants had accomplices.” 

“True,” said the Bawshaw. 

„And it is meet that these accomplices should be discovered.“ 

„It is well said,” remarked his Sublimity. 

“May I, therefore, ask that some of your trusted servants— 
Muley Pasha——” 

“He is dead,” said the 
Bawshaw, gloomily. “He 
is now supping in Para- 
dise, who dined so recent- 
ly in Ghiber.” 

“He was a skilful 
chemist,” said the Vizier. 
“I would have hoped to 
have had his aid to analyse 
the mixture.” 

“True, he would have 
been useful in that res- 
pect, but tis now too late.“ 

“Will your Sublimity 
give me permission to 
examine the mixture? 

“It is there.” 
_Cautiously the Vizier 
lifted the cup of coffee. 
He applied the cup of 
liquid to his nose, 
curiously into the dark 
liquid, and shook his 
head dubiously. Slow 
he raixed the cup to his 


ers and took a = 
orror spread slowly 
over his face. Then, as 


he turned towards the 
Bawshaw, he said: 
“Dread lord, this is 


even worse than 1 
feared. This is not 
coffee!” 
“Not coffee?" ted the Bawshaw, with apparent surprise, 
“No, your Sublimity, it is tea—and very inferior tea at that! 


(To be continued nezt eck.) 


Be toon asip, 
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THE F. O. S.“ PORTRAIT GALLERY 


No. 388.— n. MANRY FREEMAN, F. 0.8. 


“That we have never previously depietel the well-known 
features of Harry Freeman in this column is not really our 
fault, Harry is as retiring as a prima donna, and to approach 
him one mist possess the shrewdness and enterprise of 4 
Sherlock Holme. But we have managed to obtain his photo at 
last, and take the present opportunity of inflicting it upon our 
readers, Harry was born young an‘ blooming, and, strange to 
say, has remained young and blooming ever since, Probably he 
will remain blooming even throughout the winter of his life, 
although he has not yet got through the summer season. He 
5 an excellent voice and a great thirst, both of which 

re indulges to the top of his bent. He is popular with all, 
especially with the ladies, and had he been a Turk or Mormon 
he would now probably be in the possession of three or four 
hundred wives, Chiefly because he is a popular comedian 
Harry was created F. O. S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him December 17th, 1887,"—-Debrett dmproved. 


Wagstaff (an aggravating fellow). I say, old chap, tell me, it 
isn't true, is it? 

Our Poet. What? What? 

Wagstaf. Why, that the County Oouucil is going to take 
away your licence ! 


0 “Please, Miss De Vere, the m er wurnts ter know whether 
you ‘ave foul ver fal-e teeth ; „if not. hell send ont fora 
a' p'orth of split filberts fur yer, as he can't keep the curtain 
wuitin no longer.” 


Lendon: Printed by DALZIEL & Co., at the Camdcn I'resc, 110 High Street, N. W., and Publishcd by the Proprictor, GIL DEU DALZIEL, at “Zhe Sloperics,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Strect, E.C.--Saturday, December 1, 1 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


NEARER THE MARK. 


(Saturday, December 1, 1894, 


eee 
“fo 2 Afar 


7 y 1 7 


\ a 7 YY) WA 
J, 


48 2 1 ame for the boy, m 7 
. Well, he- looks as if he'd been on “half fare“ 
too long already—we'll give him Jullyare for Singe 


Y, 5 
is 4. 5 
oe 
. f 
, 7 
‘ 7 ‘ z 


She, You look awfully secdy again this morning, Charley. 
de. Laus. It's these confounded Scotch moors, Too bracing, yon know, 


She, Ob! I thought it was perhaps the confounded Scotch whisky, Too relaxing, you know. One way of kuocking ‘cm iv the Old Keut Road. 


THE ART OF EEL-SPEARING. 


(1) Bill Rownet, agg’ cockney gents, if you wants to doa reg'lar toppin' bit 
of eel gleavin’ just you foller me and put yerselves under my d' rect ions. I'll learn 
yer a trick or two,——(2) Nice moist day for our job, gents. If we keepsona-goin’ a-driftin’ this way——(5) So J sha'n git partic'lar wet after all! Eh? Wot shall 
steady at this rate we shall get to Blackmuck Fen in another twe hours,—(3) you do? Why, wot yer like. I sha‘n't interfere with yer. If yer can't swim you'll 
That's right, mister! Jab at ‘em as if you meant it. Glor'us sport, ain't it?——(4) Fery like git drownded, if yer don't pay ‘arf a — each for passage money in this 
Wot! Water a-risin’'—‘ gettin’ wet, are yer? Well, yer sce, that's all along o ere vessel i Sc? Then the “cockncy gents” decided to pay up. 


OUR GOOSE CLUB, 


GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 


BALLY-GAL-OPTICUS. 


SAMPLES 
t our 

GEESE 
on view 
al the 


Ran 


a. 


5 =n 


mh 


Misfortunes never come alone. Billy tried 
hanl to save this you x' hat, but only 
succeeded in sitting on it. Of course, the eu- 
yagement was broken off on the spot. 


»I wants my picture took to rend ta cne a athe 
manager chaps as wants a fine-tigured ballet lady. 


891. 


“Let me persuale you to join our Aub. I'm sure you 
will be first prize.” 


aye 


